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Johnson. The rest of us walked. At dinner, I expressed to M'Leod the joy which I had in seeing him on such cor-, dial terms with his clan. ' Government (said he) has deprived us of our ancient power; but it cannot deprive us of our domestick satisfactions. I would rather drink punch in one of their houses, (meaning the houses of his people,) than be enabled by their hardships to have claret in my own1.' This should be the sentiment of every Chieftain. All that he can get by raising his rents, is more luxury in his own house. Is it not better to share the profits of his estate, to a certain degree, with his kinsmen, and thus have both social intercourse and patriarchal influence ?
We had a very good ride, for about three miles, to Talis-ker, where Colonel M'Leod introduced us to his lady. We found here Mr. Donald M'Lean, the young Laircl of Col, (nephew to Talisker,) to whom I delivered the letter with which I had been favoured by his uncle, Professor M'Leod, at Aberdeen2. He was a little lively young man. We found he had been a good deal in England, studying fanning, and was resolved to improve the value of his father's lands, without oppressing his tenants, or losing the ancient Highland fashions.
Talisker is a better place than one commonly finds in Sky. It is situated in a rich bottom. Before it is a wide expanse of sea, on each hand of which are immense rocks; and, at
1 Lord Chesterfield wrote in 1747 (Misc. Works, iv. 231):—'Drinking is a most beastly vice in every country, but it is really a ruinous one to Ireland ; nine gentlemen in ten in Ireland arc impoverished by the great quantity of claret, which from mistaken notions of hospitality and dignity, they think it necessary should be drunk in their houses. This expense leaves them no room to improve their estates by proper indulgence upon proper conditions to their tenants, who must pay them to the full, and upon the very day, that they may pay their wine-merchants.' In 1754 he wrote (ib. p. 359) :—' If it would but please God by his lightning to blast all the vines in the world, and by his thunder to turn all the wines now in Ireland sour, as I most sincerely wish he would, Ireland would enjoy a degree of quiet and plenty that it has never yet known.'                                                                                                  ( „
3 See ante, p. 108.                                                                                                                . i
some in the largeness of the train of fire it emits, the solemnity of its motion (which should be rather slow at first, but augmenting as it rises), the straightness of its flight, and the height to which it ascends.'
